thare was a look of unnxnuion upon
no sign

Then Jobhn Travers went into the
world of business, Hight years had
pn-admdhekndfun;hlhnddur
ing those years, He had made &
name for himself in the nuuclal
world; at 30 he was a rising power
In the street. It was no wonder that
his enemies grew numerous as his
POWEr grew stronger.

And as the years went by Travers
began to realize that he was obtain-
ing singularly littls out of life. At 30
He seemed already an old man in ex-
perience, Life brought him no hap-
piness, He did not understand the
cauge of this, but he realized (hat he
had somebow missed something
which all his waslth eousd not supply.

Then cams the panie, and the fight
for survival. Everyboay was leagued

Travers to*pull him down.
Far a whole weak, during which time
he hardly slept, John rought. Then
the puck hnd him down and his for-
tune. swollen to milllons, crumbled to
nothing in a single day.

S0 he bad gone home to the littls
village, to the house which he had
inherited after his parents’ death, but
never occuplad. It was some homing

there, never golng
the stares of the curious, keeping
the shades drawn and the gas burn-
ing.

It was absurd, but he began to re-
alize that through all his days of
struggle [n the metropolis he had

been thinking subconsciously of the
glfl at the window opposite. What
an immense share she nad had in his
life, this giri to whom he had never
even spoken, although he knew her
wall!' And he realized, too, that it
wis her memory that kept him from

doing the shady things which othes
men did in the financial world. "

At last he had resolved to end ft,
to plange out af the life that had
brought him nothing into one which
could at least offer nothing worse o
him. And, after long thought, hehad
drawn from his pocket the revolver!
which he had always carrled sines
the beginning of his debacle, -

He raised it to his forehead uul:
looked at the reflection In the mirror,
His finger tightened upon the trigger,
Then—

A knock at the door strurtied him
and he thrust the weapon away and
openad the door. He gasped to ses,
befora him, the girl at the window
opposite.

She came Into the room [mpul-
siw.ly.

“Mr. Travers,' she began, “1 lmuw
vou will resent this intrusion, but we
are old neighbare, My nams is Mar-'
jorie Danvers, and [ ofren used to sea
you when we were children. 1 live
opposite — 1 have lived there alone
since my parents died two years ago.
And ! heard you were sack and in
trouble.

“You know how people gossip in
this lttle place. We heard you wera
alone hers and hud not lefl the house.
We were allafraid some harm had
come to you. So I went to the door
and knocked, and when you did not
answer | came up. I8 there anything
I can do far you?”

Her- eves fell upon the revolver

days | muszie protruding from the bookcase

in which he had hidden 1t. S8he looked
at It and him wildly.

“You were not—not thinking of
that?" she cried.

“Yes," ho answersd, “T was. But
vou eurad me now Lisven, Miss Dan-
vare. 1 have lived a seifish life, solely
for myself and I have had little pleas-
ure out of it But now I have coms”
home, and—and I want life to bagin
to mean something to me. Do you
kmow how often | have thought of,

youT”
“How strange!” she sald. “T have,




